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my GARDEN 

By E. A. Smith. 


Spring is here. The warm sun has wooed the bare earth back 

to life and beauty. Like the teai-stained face of an infant, 

kissed by a fond mother’s lips, smiles ha\e broken through the 

gloom at last. First amongst the flowers I welcome in my 

garden, are the snowdrops. Like Nature’s wild flowers they 

spring up in unexpected nooks and shady corners, their snowy 

whiteness contrasting forcibly with the bare earth. Brave 

little flowers, how I love you ; you speak to me of hope and 

courage. I read many a silent message in your drooping 

heads which I must gently lift to reveal half the hidden beauty. 

Down in the dark, cold earth, who told you spring was near ? 

What mysterious hand touched your pulse and quickened the 

life in your tiny bulbs ? First to live and first to die ; there 

is pathos in the thought. Pushing your way towards the light, 

you have opened in all your beauty, and we bless you. But 

before the glory of the spring is here, you will have drooped 

and died. Other flowers with brighter hues and sweeter 

scents will follow ; shall we remember they were heralded by 

vou . I find youi counterpart in the great world outside my 

gar en gates. In the congested city, lives brave and frail as 

\ u ia\e struggled towards the light. Vice and poverty are 

th ar ° U ^ ’ * be suns hine of life’s prosperity has never reached 

worm • ui ' °,^ S dowers "’ill not have lived in vain, the 

oure } + e * CT ° r presence as m y garden is fairer for the 
pure white snowdrops. 

evervwhprp S bl * mroses an d bluebells are springing 

and each hi a ° sbowers bave moistened the hard clods, 

Evervthing fe full Hi T- Sparkles irrid escent in the sunlight. 

Nature T in • , beauty ’ and I worship at the shrine of 

my heart, f f ™‘‘ trees - a stran g e wonder fiU * 
tnese dead branches live ? The day of 


miracles is past, 


remains. 



Sur i • s ° me say. Not while a fruit tree 
, y ^ ls dle commonplace that fails to awe us 


contain 


miracle beyond man’s power 


of 


my garden. 


r’ — ° ^ tue call of snrino- ^ i J nidden lif P 

buds win burst out everywhere 1^™°°", 1 tok and white 
of life ? One long ago spoke in * explain this mysterv 
the birds, the flowers, the Irees n/, , * t0 His triples 
truths. I think of many things th f Symb ° ls of Divine 
Master and His followers; the fri tie " ^ * tS fruit 5 the 
apart from God-these thoughts flash ° f &ny ,ife ,ived 
stand beside my fruit trees T} > , • • dCr ° SS my mind as I 
the birds are twittering g a jl v 1S fuU ° f sunshine , and 

sparrows have robbed a hayrick in th^r ^ , 1S here> Some 
their nests in my shrubs. A thnmb ° armer s field to build 
tree, and in the distance a black! a S T §mg ° n the tal1 fir 
Birds and flowers alike wetetrdylTk'f 8 *° “* «“*• 
heaven again. Did not God send' ' V °° US bark to 

u His sin § ers u P°n earth 
ith songs of sadness and of mirth 
That they might touch the hearts of men, 

And bring them back to heaven again ? ” 

^ * 

fuimiT^Tl 5 l,ere '- tV he Pr ° miSeS ° f Spri "8 have been 
fulfilled. The air is laden with the scent of roses. Bees are 

usy in the columbine. My garden is transformed, flowers, 
trees and shrubs flourish luxuriantly. All day the sun has 
poured his burning rays upon the lawn. Soon evening will 
e bere > and a s °ft invisible dew will descend upon the parched 
eaith bringing with it a recreative power. Down by the 
stream a bed of lilies grow, you have to turn aside the leaves 
to see the fair white bells on their upright stems. In the 
fields of waving corn the gaudy poppy rears its head, but it 
ls n °f a s fair as these. A child may clap his hands with glee 
to see the scarlet flowers, but give to me the quieter beauty 
°f the lily of the valley, and the blue forget-me-not, if you 
would cheer my heart when it is sad. Forget-me-not. How 
can we forget Thee, Lord, when Thy world is so fair and 
wonderful ? What is it you blue flowers whisper as I stoop 
f° look at your innate beauty ? Have you gazed heavenward 
s° long that the sky has dyed your tiny petals until I cannot 
fell which boasts the brighter blue ? Ever looking upward it 
, ]S as though you have caught some of that far-off beauty am 
br °ught it down to earth. Through my short life may I, like 
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, fore ever heavenward, until I too become trans- 

1 his m 6 . opening out in all its beautv • 

are growing on one stem, one is ^ & uiy ( 

each dav I note its growth towards perfection. It is a blush 
rose and each petal is beautiful in symmetry and tint. When 
I turn the bend of mv gravel path its fragrance comes to meet 
me for its sweetness is not confined to narrow bounds. The 
other bud is unfolding too, but a worm is at its core. The 
outside petals are fair, but towaids the centic they are stunted 
in their growth. A gardener would cut it off. It is but a 
parable of human life. The saint and the sinner growing side 
by side. One ever growing towards perfection, the other ar- 
rested in its promise of fuller life by the blighting hand of sin. 
I love the summer time. In the cool of the day I walk in my 
garden alone with God and Nature, and listen to the silent voices 
which stir my heart. As the sun sets in the far west, shedding 
its golden radiance through the tops of the chestnut trees, I 
think of that far-off City which hath no need of the sun, whose 
glories the heart of man hath never conceived. Give me the 
calm of a summer’s evening, the waving branches of spreading 
trees, the dew-bespangled lawn with its buttercups and daisies, 
the murmur of the stream beneath the chestnut trees, and 
in all these I shall hear voices which seek to woo me from the 
sordid cares of earth. 

***** 

Autumn is here, its breath has withered my fairest flowers. 
Summer has flown, fain would I have kept her always here. 
Dead leaves are everywhere, the cold east wind has ruthlessly 
torn them from the reluctant trees. Those lingering still 
upon the branches are dyed with the tints of the autumn 
set. Gold and red, a halo of glory clinging still to the 
gnarled oak and beech. Yes ! Autumn has a beauty of her 
h' 1 ^ - ^ pervaded always by a strange sadness. One rose 
i] , a 6 *- ^ le les ^ blooms and sheds its fragrance over 
rn!ti yi k g Ca y eS ' As 1 pace m y garden walks the crisp leaves 
v , cnea l 1 my feet, others loosening their hold from the 
es overhead come pattering down upon my head. 
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Why have the trees shed tlw 

wind sigh in the bare branches T^Tn l ^ ^ the 
may bring .with it a new wealth of Ufe "°‘ ,ha ‘ future 
tints ? When autumn reigns in mv i g0ur ’ and fairer 
dead hopes and listen to tlfeir sad l h . eart ’ and 1 count the 
fuller life which shall y e , fj ^ > T,' do 1 forget the 
leaves that new ones may take tw autumn sheds its 
takes** ourj fondly cherished hopes mrt ^ G ° d someti mes 
fruition, that in their place He m CUtS them off before 

We would fain keep the green leaves always **“7 thin S s 
summer wanes and they fall • „. , ys ur tre es, but 
grasp upon earth’s joys but Cnrl 1 ' V '° Ud fam lighten our 
and bids us wait. Do We tremblin S hands, 
winter days, the spring “n"^ 1 U “ t 
The last fruits have been gathered from my garden Rosy 
apples and luscious pears. Soon winter will be with U s and 
the long waiting time. But while autumn lasts I wouU „„t 
rn.ss .ts glories by cherish.ng vain regrets. Gold is everywhere 
the bracken by the stream is golden, so is the mountain ash' 
lovelier now than in its summer foliage. Even the common 
plants have caught this golden fever, and death has become a 
crowning glory everywhere. Everything in God’s earthly, 
and m His heavenly temple, saith “ Glory,” and I give Him 
thanks. Although the songs of autumn are in a minor key, 
tender, and sad, they awaken sunny memories of the past, 
and in the robin’s clear sweet song hope lingers still. 

* $ :fc 

Winter is here. The cold dark days are followed by darker 
nights. Once more I wander round my garden. To some 
it would seem a desolate place, but not to me for I have learnt 
to search for hidden beauties and have not failed to find some, 
fn a cranny of the moss-grown wall a late primrose still is 
blooming. Sheltered from biting winds and drinking in the 
few short hours of sunshine, it has managed to outlive all 
other flowers in spite of the cold. So pale and fragile, still, 
seems to say, the Hand which made me is Divine. Down 
by the gate the tall dark cedars stand unchanged, so they 
s t°°d before mv time, so they will stand when I ha\ e gone . 
Tll eir solemn outstretched arms immovable against the giey 
s by. In theii branches the birds have a sine ltfugt 
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, , . The ho lly bushes are thick with berries, they 

wintry blast tQ the scen e. Snow, rain, and-hail can 

give a touch oi leaves, they have a hidden 

and elm. Evergreen, ? 
S0U , ! f the word and breathe a prayer that m my varied 
life r*oo may have a secret source of strength, which shall 
outlast each fiery trial, and find me true at last. Winter has 
its beauties too, rare and exq.us.te Sometimes my garden 
is a fairyland, dazzlingly white and beautiful. Snow-flakes 
and frost have decked each bare branch, and festooned every 
angle and nook. Asleep under the warm snow, deep, deep 
down, my little snowdrops lie, waiting for spring. Under 
that white carpet, earth holds many treasures ; they wait 
too until the day shall break. In spite of the keen air I linger 
in my grounds to dream of spring. The winter 4 sun N is sinking 
rapidly behind a bank of snow clouds. Soon it will rise in a 
far-off land, wakening a weary world from slumber. One day 
it will rise for me in a far-off land, to set no more, for “ there 
shall be no night there.” It is a symboLof an eternal truth, 
as all things in Nature are to him who reads aright. 

“ Nor is in field or garden anything, 

But, duly looked into, contains, serene, 

The substance of things hoped for, in the Spring, 

And evidence of Summer, not yet seen. ” 


Patmore. 


AT PLAY.* 

By Edith Escombe. 

Between the dark alld , he 
When the night k ho • • * 

Comes a pause in the dav^cf ^ l0Wer ’ 

That k Lr» s occu pations, 
known as the children’s hour. » 

It is such a mistaken idea to think that rhiia 

be amused. I have known grown-un no 1 mUSt always 

to this erroneous notion, till the children CC ° me martyrs 

grown into insatiable tyrants demanding, du^gThdr ^ay 

downstairs, the exclusive attention of the room Y 

“The Children’s Hour” should, I think, be recognised 

as a time to be devoted to their amusement and entertainment 

but beyond this I consider children ought to pl ay by them’ 

selves. The unstudied play of children together is infinitelv 

more entertaining than the set games we teach them. Left 

to themselves imagination runs riot; chairs are rapidly 

converted into horses, carriages, trains, motors, beds, houses, 

\\hate\ei coiresponds to the particular bent of the moment : 

any old covering serves for a table-cloth to be spread for a 

picnic ; any ash-tray or paper-weight does service for plates 

and cups, and with the profound solemnity of children at 

play, the meal proceeds ; the dancing class is repeated in 

decorous style ; ouee again a chair serves as piano whilst 

arm exercises and steps are repeated in serious make-believe. 

Shop, that game of all ages, is enacted with more or less 

realism according to the leniency of those in charge — and 

who could den}' the pleasure of real rice, sago and barley, 

even if it should necessitate the later manipulation of shovel 

and broom, when the children have decamped ? Failing 

these actual joys children will play with empty pots and 

Pans and imaginary coin, and buy and sell and barter to their 

hearts’ content. 

Were it possible I would exclude tin toys from every nursery, 
horrid outcome— with their dangerous ill-finished corners, 


* [Discussion is 


invited. — E d.] 


